Travels in Two Democracies
count my money and sign receipts for my things. There were
two Jewish helpers hanging around who looked like old Weber-
and-Fields Jewish comedians 5 they had whiskers that went
around their chins, reaching from ear to ear. While we were
counting the money, one of them peered through the door just
behind the blond girPs shoulder and, grinning, stretched forth
a clawlike hand. With one vigorous push, she shut the door on
him.
I wound myself up in the shroud again, and the two Jewish
comics carried me out. After taking me a little way, they set me
down in a courtyard, under the still, blue, clear and starry
Euxine night, and, while they were resting, discussed whether
or not I had been given a receipt for my money.
Then they carried me into a stale-smelling building with high
ceilings and dirty blue-gray walls. Everybody was terribly nice
and anxious to meet the emergency with energy. A bed was put
up for me in the doctor's room. When I was in bed, I called the
nurse's attention to a bed-bug crawling on the table-cloth of the
little table beside the bed. She at once changed the table-cloth,
but did nothing about the bug. I asked whether I could have a
window open. "Certainly," said the young doctor and told the
nurse to open one. "Don't you want them both open?" he
asked. It was hot: I said yes. But the nurse seemed to demur.
"Open the other one, too," said the doctor. Here was a man
who really had the new "culture"!
As soon as the lights had been turned out, I became aware
of the myriad teeming bed-life. They were swarming out of the
pillows and the mattress. I got up and went out into the hall,
and there I found two old women. They were two opposite
types, but both very Russian; one was always cheerful and the
otKer was always sad, but both had that deep resignation, that
incapacity for being surprised. They brought in another bed
and treated the infested one then and there with a roaring kero-
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